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I would like to begin by thanking each and every one of you. Not just for being here to celebrate the life of 
my mother, but for everything you have done and continue to do for my family. Thank you and I welcome 
you all here today. 

Born Gail Barbara Aspel, daughter of Gaylord and Inez Sigler Aspel, she was the second of three children, 
her older sister Mary and her younger brother, Jim.  Later she was joined by a step-brother, Ozzie and 
Weldon.  She grew up on an Iowa farm leaving home to become an RN.  While training in Des Moines, she 
met a dashing young man on a blind date.  As the story goes, my dad’s friend wanted to visit his girlfriend 
but he didn’t have transportation.  They were students at Iowa State in Ames and he arranged a date for my 
dad since dad provided transportation.  Obviously, the first date was a success.  Only after 5 weeks, he took 
her home to “Meet the Parents”.  All went very well because when they got back to Des Moines, Dad asked 
her to marry him.  He gave her an engagement ring in May and on September 13, 1947 they were wed.

After the honeymoon, they moved to Moline, IL.  Mom got a job working for a pediatrician and dad went to 
work for International Harvester.  Fast forward, to 1949 and I was born followed over the years by Marcia, 
Bill III and Jon.  

My mother was a woman like no other.  She gave us life, nurtured us, taught us, dressed us, fought for and 
with us, held us, kissed us, but most importantly she loved us unconditionally.  It seems like we women 
spend a great deal of our lives trying not to become our mothers.  What I would most like to tell you today 
is that Gail was not just my mother, she was to become my best friend.

As hard as it is right now to see through the tears of our grief, we should take comfort in the fact that Mom 
is not truly gone: she will live on forever in the hearts and minds of those of us who love her.  

Mom always said that we could be whoever we wanted to be. She was a person you could really depend on 
and was a constantly supporting her children no matter what.  She was our rock.  She was a teacher, 
disciplinarian, an arbitrator and a cheer leader. When we were younger we didn’t understand that, but she 
was just a giving person. As we grew up we begin to realize that Mom was one of the good ones. She cared 
more for everyone else than she did for herself.  She is one lady who will be missed by not only her children, 
but everyone.  

There are so many memories with my mom that come to mind so it would be next to impossible for me to 
pick a favorite.  What remains of my mother is in the stories that are shared w/ those that can only know 
her through them, in the memories that those who knew her share.  In these ways, she will never be gone; 
she is carried forever in our hearts.

Finally, there are no other words to describe just how important my mother was to me, and what a 
powerful influence she continues to be.  If I turn into my mother, or even half the woman she was, I’ll 
consider my life a success.


